PART THREE
THE ALIEN

VICKY and Fritz spend the night of February 2nd in
Antwerp. Next morning Uncle Leopold is waiting
for them in Brussels. The Princess enchants all
with her grace and gaiety, despite her bleeding heart. She
has received the first letter from her father,

' My heart was very full,' he had written,' when yesterday
you leaned your forehead on my breast to give free vent'to
your tears. I am not of a demonstrative nature and therefore
you can hardly know how dear you have always been to me
and what a void you have left behind in my heart; yet not
in my heart, for there assuredly you will abide henceforth,
as till now you have done, but in my daily life, which is
evermore reminding my heart of your absence/

Next evening Vicky is nearing the place where she is to
spend her first night, on German soil. Ahead, thrusting up
into the blackness, is the huge glowing shape of Cologne
Cathedral, its every line traced as if by a fiery pencil on the
sky. On the 5th, at midday, they alight at Magdeburg.
They visit the great Cathedral. As they come out of
the main door women break past the police and the Royal
couple are rescued, breathless and smothered in flowers,
from a delirious sea of tousled femininity. Vicky drives
through the crowds to the station holding together her velvet
tartan gown, ripped down the back and gaping open at the
shoulders.

At Wittenburg, next morning, girls in national costume
enter the Royal carriage and lay on the seat an immense
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